A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
All the trenches and strong points in Thiepval
Wood are called after Highland places, I am thus
enabled, for once, to rule over Gordon Castle, while
Elgin Avenue, Speyside, and Blair Atholl remind
me of happier days spent killing grouse instead of
Germans. We are however lucky, as, although the
shelling at night is intense we are well dug in and
our casualties, though high, might well be worse.
An old school friend, a battalion commander of
another force, comes to see me. I take him up
Elgin Avenue. He is not long from home, and is
obviously ill at ease and timid, and does not under-
stand the ropes. In the avenue, which is a main
communication trench, we pass a rifleman carrying
a sandbag full of something. I become suspicious.
Thefts of rations and minor stores and comforts
from the line are increasing. 'What have you got
in that bag?3 I asL 'Rifleman Gundy/ comes the
unexpected answer. He is carrying down the only
mortal remains of Gundy for decent burial in a bag
which measures a few feet by inches! My friend
looks puzzled and I explain* I see he is obviously
upset and nervous, He is not used to big battle,
let alone normal inactivity. We wander on and our
luck remains out, for, at the junctim of Elgin
Avenue and the fire trench we meet a man with a
human arm in his hand. 'Whose is that?' I ask.
* Rifleman Broderick's, Sir/ is the reply. 'Where's
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